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Coming of Gillian:
A Pretty Irish Romance.
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Damer remembery  the homely pro-
verb and “leis sleeping dogs lie.”

But with the impassive silence, the
unspeken resolves, and the strong in-
fluence of Anne's proud spirit ever
near her, shi cay know no rest.

I must get ridof her in some way
for awhile,” Lady Damcr muses in
dire pcrplexity. “To take her with
me is not %, be thought of. I 1
could trust her wi'h Gillian, or Gilllan
with her—of whicn I am far from
fecling certain—i «are not trust her
with Binghm ; he ic as weak as a
skein of sikk in a  clever woman's
hands. 1 dare gt leave her here,
either,” &h thinks, distractedly ;
“the ungrate u creature is guite cap-
able of eleveriy bringing about the
overtirow of all my plans, and hateh-
ing some plot with that good-for-
notiing hwsband ‘of mine. If they had
time ami opportunity, 1 should find
that Ishmaci had been  reinstated,
and the fatted ealf killed for
perhaps living at Mouut Ossory, the
maater of the house, and *‘the mon-
arch of all he surveyed? Harry
Wamer could do it if he liked,” she
IUses. nervously. “Mount Cssorpy is
not eMailed. 1 wonder is that part
of what he threatencd he wouid do
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policy te treat Anne at least with
seeicing kindness, and to make use of
her wiliing hands and clever brains up
to the last moment she spends in the
house. :

“You will at least write to me, I
hope. Anne, and tell me if you are
well and comfortable, wherever you
are ?” she agks, repreachfully. **I can-
not think why you have treated me
60 unkindly, as if I were your enemy
ani rot your friend—your tru: fricnd,
whatever you may think,” she adds,
impressively.

*“For,” ags she says to hersclf, “there
isf no reason why, by and by, when
Bingham is once married safely to
Gillian Deane, Anne should not come
back to me again.” And she almost
makes up her mind that when Anne is
going out of the house she will make
a magnanimous speech and gently al-
lude to her possible future return and
possible future restoration to her em-
ployer’s favor.

But when she airily informs Gillian
only the very evening belore Anne's
departure of the fact of her compan-
ion *‘resigning her situation for the
present,” she is startled at the re-
ception which her news meets.

“l am very glaus vo ncar it,” Gil-
lian says, crimsoning and paling. “I
detest her, and I hope I shall never
see_her nor hear of her again.”

“My dearest child,” rcmonstrates
her ladyship, aghast at this display
of emotion. “It is not Christianlik.,
nor indeed ladyiike, to express your-
sell so strongly. What has poor Anne
done to displecase you ?”

“I know it is wicked. I feel wicked,”
Gillian says, with struggling breath,
and changing color, “but I hate the
very letter ‘A’ because it is her initiajl.
I hope after sho is gone that you will
never let me hear her name, Lady

“Good heavens! Jealousy !” her
ladyship thinks, with decpening un-

| easiness.

‘My child, what would poor Bing-
ham say if he heard you?” she says
aloud, with a gentle deprecatory
smile and shake of the head. “He who
thinks you ‘a creature—

“Quite too wise and good

For human nature’s daily food.”
His ‘bright particular star’ of acdora-
tion I”

“Captain Lacy has heard m»,” Gil-
lian says, curtly, and frowning on
her ladyship’s poctry and “gush” to-
gether. “I told Captain Lacy never
to mention Miss O'Neil's name to me,
for I hated her!”

“My darling child!” her ladyship
says, with a shocked gesture, “ how
very wrong! You munst not say you
hate any one, dear!”

“Well, I won’t say it; I will feel
it silontly,” retorts Gillian, curtly.

“Gillian, my love!” Lady Damer
expostulates, with smiling reproach
and keen glances. “Surely not be-
cause Bingham used to—as all young
men will do—used to flirt with poor
Anne, that you are so dreadfully an-

i gry with her ? Poor thing! She could
" hardy help liking and admiring him,
| You know.”

“Nothing of the kind, Lady Dam-
er,” Gillian answers with a scorn-
ful! light in her eyes that amazes
that astute person. “Captain Laey’s
flirtation with Miss O’Neil is no con-
cern of mine. I hate her because she
is false to everyone.”

“She is not false to her old true
lover, I hope,” Lady Damer says, af-
to titter. “it does not look
like it, at all events, when she re-
sigus lrer situation as precipitately
as he resigned his, and rushes olf
to America after him!”

A gray ecold shadow
over the soft young
face at the other side of
her Jadyship’s work-table, and she
starte up herriodly and goes over to
a Jjardiniere of flowering and Irag-
rant plants at the window.

“I thought you said her resigna-
tion was gnly temporary, Lady Da-
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cold eyes, “and she has not confided
in me, certainly. But, my dear Gil-
lian, I do.not assert what I do not
know to be the truth, and I have
known for a long time theore was a
secret understanding and a secret
attachment b:stween her and George
Archer.”

It is the first time since he went
away that she has uttered his name
lint of in-
quiry flashes from b nea h\ll\:r eye-
laghes at the face and figure-stand-
ing by the jardiniere to note the
eff et of her words.

If the results satisfy her they are
vicible cnough.

The slender young form, the white,
stricken face, and white. trembling
lips seemed to droop and fade, in the
blighting misery which Lady Mam-r’s
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“Yes, T krow that.” th
gir! says, in trombling quicrk tones,
and with a painful assumntion of a
smile. “No, she will not b false to
him, T*hope.”
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! “Yes; gone at a moment’s notice,

as I say,” Lady Damer says, with

dignified  displeasure; “and then

Anne, a few days later, without even

the flimsiest excuse, throws up her

situation at a moment’s notice to

Join her lover—on his expedition, or

elsewhere, I am sure I cannot telll

Extraordinary eonduct, to be sure;

and as I sald before, neither wvery

grateful nor considerate to those
who had employed them both for the

last six years!” i

And considering what her lady-
ship knows, and what she does not
know but nervously guesses at, It
will be acknowledged that.these hold
statements do credit alike to her
courage and her invention.

But she says no further word of

' remonstrance to Anne O’Neil's de-
parture, no word of a possible wel-
come back.

And so, when the end of the week
comes, in the silvery haze of the
early autumn morning, before the
rest of the household are waking,
Anne O'Neil takes ‘her leave of the
place, which she had once faintly
hoped, in fond dreams of days that
ﬁ;-e gone. would be her home for

e.

Cold and harsh as has been the
authority over her, hard was has
been her ill-paid labor, scant as
has been her joys, bitter and deep
her secret griefs, still it has besn
the only real home she has ever
known, ever loved.

Her loveless, joylcss, orphaneg girl-
hood has been' spent in schools  in
Ireland, in England, and in France,
drudging for her hardly-won edu-
cation, her hardly-earned board and
lodging, in teaching children even
from her &wn childhood’s days. And,
after the days of dreary routine,
of dreary abodes, of unlovely sur-
roundinge, of meager fare, and
meager existence generally, life in
the handsome oli country-house,
with her stately patronesg, and the
genial, easy-going, good-natured
master of the household, had seem-
ed to poor Anne an abode in an
Eden of peace and plenty.

And then there came days when
flowers of Paradise secmed to bloom
and the sunlight of Paradise to
shine in the lonely girl's pathway,
and  when the tempting whis-
per came to eat of the frilt
which was forbidden to her, Eve's
daughter plucked and tasted; and
into Paradise came the shadow of
pain, and its glories passed away.

She thinks of it all, she remembers
it sll—each throb of passionate joy,
each pang of cruel pain in thiy part-
ing hour, and there is speechless
agony behind that pale, proud face
and that sell-possessed bearing as
she sees her trunks, containing all
her worldly bplztngings, put into the
wagcnette, and then she herself,
without one to shed a tear for her,
or to give her “God-speed,” mounts
into the carriage beside her luggage
and is driven away.

She has bidden Lady Damer good-
bye last night, and her ladyship, ir-
ritated and troubled at the loss of
the girl’s ser.izes, and the voices of
conscience, which will not be guieted
at all times,, has vented her m.od in
giving Anne the bricfest of parting
words with a keen-edged taunt
among them.

‘“I knew long ago, Anne,” she
says, with icy scorn, “that there
was nothing .which I could do for
you or could give you which would
content you but one thing. So I
have not iroubled myself. If you had
been satisfied to be I'ke a sister to
me, my house should be your 'home
nlways. You wanted more than that.
You wanted what you could not have
—should not have—should not have
dreamed of having—the po:ition of
the daughter of the house—
the misiress of Mount Os-
tory Ly and by ! Youwr
ambition was so absurd, as unrea-
sonable as it was ungrateful, and
it has brought its own punishment.”

She would be glad to see frowns
of anger, tears of indignant shame
on that proud, calm face. Buil rhe
sees nothing. The face iy as mar-
ble in its haughty placidity to all
the bared darts and thrusts of her
ladyship’s spite.

Later on, when the door of her
lady-mistress’ room has shut be-
hind her for the last time, Anne
seeks Mr. Damer to bid him good-
hye. ,

But the miserable man, hall-intox-
icated, as he usvally is now of an
evening, can hardly understand her,
and resents her departure as anin-
sull and injury.

“Go Cway, tihen! Go ‘way!
hear!” he says, thickly, standing
up with great dignity and waving
away Anne’s proffered hand.
‘'way, I say! Get rid of yon
You're all alike! A pack of cheats!
Ay, ma’am—cheats! That's the word
—cheats! He leaves me—now you
want to cut off with
Pym2 by, to-morr’, my wife'll
off  with herself—shouldn't care
much if she did,” Mr. Damer says,
with a grin of much sly humor, ra-
ther marred by a lock of strag-
ling gray hair getting into his
eyes. “I'm tired o' the high horse.
My lady’s fond o’ ridin' that
mal! Go ’'way—whole pack o' you!
Get on better by myself a t.!

“Mr. Damer,” Anne says,
filiing her eyes for the unhappy man
in his desclation which none of the
insults she has hersell endured could
bring there—“Mr. Damer, please do
shike hands with me and say good-
bye to me: I am going away be-
cause I can’t stay here any lmnger,
and my only friend besides yoursell
has gone away. I cannot stay here
any longer, Mr. Damer, but 1 will
remember your kindness to me all
the days of my life, and will pray
for you as long as I live!”

““Needn’t! D't want
Pray for mysell if I like!” he re-
torts, with tipsy dignity, and then
his mood changes, and covering his
face with his hands, he bursts into
tears.

“Poor broken-down, badly-treated
man, or wonllin’t give way iko this!”
he says, in a fragmentary manner,
with his handkerchief to his eyes,
“Very  badly used [—badly u-ed!
Been a fool and a cowari, and didn't
do what I shonld have done
strikes the tabl: w'th clineliod fist
and gleaming eyes. “Deen a fool and
a coward, but I've bren ba:ly used.
Find it all out one day, ay, andbe

sorry, too. Il be too iate then!
Ay. be very sorry then m ybo, that
Judged so harshly. Person I liked, and
loveld, T may say.” (

Ho> droops his zrey head on ene
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then tries tb pour out more whiskey,
with the shaking grasp on the bot-
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“Yes, I know,” Anne says, sooth-
ingly, but sighing hopelessly. . She
knows enough to know there is too |
dark and painful a secret beneath
his pitiful inaundering for her to at-
tempt to probe it. “I know, Mr.
Damer, you were always kind to him,
and thought highly of him,” she says
gravely ; “and he was always grate-
ful, always respected, and felt a
deep attachment to you while he
was in' your employment——"

“Didn’t! S'lies! Didn’t! Ungrate-
ful blackguard! ’'Brought him up
like a. son, ay, I did! Never grudged
him anything I could give him I” Mr.
Damer interrupts furiously, as his
last glass of whiskey, slightly diluted,
followed its numerous predecessors.
“Sconndrel! mnever ' even bothered
himself to say ‘good-byel’ Without
a good-bye after six-and-twenty
Years! There’s wsage! Grateful!
Ah! the scamp o' the world! He’s
broken my heart !—that's what he's
done !” and the unhappy man began
sobbing again.

“And you have ruined his life, and
Your cruel wife has made him kaow
all yonr shame and all his ruin!”
Anne thinks, sighing. “It is easy
enough to understand, thougk' poor
George would not tell me the wretch-
ed truth last night. I guessed well
enough. I guessed long ago !”

But Mr. Damer, who, through his
sobs and tears, has been drinking
thirstily all the time, now struggles
up to his feet once more, with in-
creased rage and excitement.

“Look yeh, here, Anne O’Neil " he
says, vehemently, and forgetting ev-
erything but the one subject of his
anger and misery, “don’t you ever
vare to mention his name to me
egain if you live twenty years in my
louse! I'll never forBive him! Never!
1 he longest day I live. He’s a cruel,
black-hearted, selfisih scamp—that’s
what he is! To treat me so for the
sake of a chit of a pale-faced girl!
And that’s a lie, too!” he says,
hoareely and savagely. “He eould
have had her if he liked! A bit of a
pale faced child like her ! She wouldn’t
have sald ‘no’ to him, if he wanted
her ! She’d have jumped at him, and
I told him so' many a time! It was
a lie! He wanted to be off. He
wanted to be off, and get rid of all,
and he didn’t care a crooked straw
what any one felt or grieved -for
him! And he’s gone mow, and my
curse go with him !”

He staggers back against the wall
as he speaks, and his crimson [ace
suddenly changes to a sickly pal-
lor ; and his trembling hands tear at
his necktie and collar as if he were
choking. And Anne, hastily pushing
an easy chair beside him, almost’
forces him into it, deftly draws off his
necktie, and opens the window to
give him air. And then she bends
over him ere she leaves the room.

“For I had better o without even
saying good-bye,” she thinks, sor-
rowlully. “If he is excited any
more, he might die in a fit on the
spot. Dr. Coghlan said both he and
his cousin, Sir Jamés, were liable to
apoplexy at any time.” i

But she takes his hand in the fare-
well of which poor Harry Damer him-
gelfl is not conscious.

“Mr. Damer, unsay that dreadful
word I” she says, trembling with
earnestness. “Not your curse; that
will only, fall on your own head. Not
Your curse, sir, but your blessing on
i poor George! Your blessing on him,
Mr. Damer! It is all you can ever
give him now !” she says, solemnly.
“It is all you can ever give. him
now ! Bless him, and forgive him, as
You hope to be forgiven by your
Father which is in heaven.”

She raises his hand to her lips, and
goes away, to her own room for the
last time. For there are no more
farewells for her to make.

Gillian she dares not intrude on,
and she would not if she dared; and
she spoke her last word to Bingham
Lacy in that midnight interview
twelve days before.

But early the next morning, early
in the gray dawnlight, when all is
still, and all are sleeping save her-
sell, noor Anne O'Neil takes a speech-
less farewell of the love of her life.

ivoiseless as a shadow, pale and sad
a8 the ghost of dead hope, she glides
down to the door of the room where
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he lies sleeping calm and soundly.
She kisses the handle of the door
which his hands have touched ; she
lays her cheek to the panels which
his clothes have touched in passing,
and she kisses the threshold over
which his feet have trod, while her
tears fall in slow drops of anguish |
wrung out of her heart’s despair.

And so Annc O’Neil takes her last
leave of her home in Mount Ossory. |

CHAPTER XXXII.

And then, when the two obstacles
i the patnh of her desires have been
cleared away by her ruthless will, |
Lady Jeannette Damer soliloquizes
with hersell after the fashion of the |
fool in Holy Seripture. |

She tells her soul that she has
much goods laid up in store; that
| she has laid the foundation of years |
of prosperiiy ; that she may now eat,
drink and enjoy life in the conscious-
ness that ner nephew’s riches will
mean multiplied comfort to herself ;
money repaid to her, money passing
through her hands, an increase of
that small balance at her banker's,
new dresses and jewelry, and best of
all, the advantages of money to re-
open the magic portals of ‘‘society”
to her after years ol exile.

With her known acknowledged birth
and breeding, and her nephew s weil-
bred manners, handsome face, and
knowledge of the world—an army
man and member of a west-end club,
as he ils—the meek young wife's
wealth will prove an open sesame to
even exclusive ciicles. Lady Jeannette
Damer dreams of those days of com-,
ing pleasures, as she plans and
schemes and calculates in that busy,
clever brain of hers.

An eligible house in London—small,
but perfect In it way-—introducti ns
to leading members of soclety, Gil-
lian's presentation $on her marriage,”
the small choice dinner parties, the
carefully-chosen  acqunintances, the
briilllant 1ctl  rounions.

*Only ve must depend on outslde
supplies for their brilllancy,” her
Jadyship says, with an exceedingly
depreciat W of her lip  * that
in“Ipid gl ; bas noicher vivacity nor |
g0l toprtye -t ay nothing’ of the
{ last savo o
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for his wire. With him, -as with her,
Lady Damer sees plainly enough that

| the bonds they have entered into hold

them but ia a ¢old alllance of mutual
sympathy for each other's misfor-
tunes, mutual angry despair for the
love and the desires that have
mocked them, mutual friendly indif-
fer nce to the life they may spend to-

\

(To be continued.) :

SWEARING-OFF,

A Saloon Man's Views of
the Annnal Custom,

——

GETTING READY 10 qurt

——

Gonyem the Customer. Into Pal
gied Manikins.

B

A (QUESTION OF LONGITUDE.

(N. Y. Sun.)

“D’Je hear them ¢ uisgustedly in-
quired ihe propricior 0i un onyx-trim-~
woed saioon on Amsierdam avenue tue
Octier n.gut, as a hilarious party of
Wcu passed out Lhrouga the swinging
dours, cbatung voiucly and viuous-
ly. “t'll pe loskig! ‘em ali for ‘about
# mouth aiter New Year's, and
they’re good customers,” and the
saloon man slosned the glasses
around im the invisible sink and
looked palmned.

“How’s that?” asked the
leaning on the cigar gase.

“Liga’t you hear ’em all swearing
they were go.ng to swear off for 1902
oa New Year's?” growled tne sa-
loon man.

“Ub-ubh—sure; then you lose ’em
for the whole year, don’t you ?”

“Yes, like ( lose the mortgage on
this outfit for the whole year,’ re-
plled the saloon man, sarcastically.
“Tuose fellows’ll ali_be in here up
to midnight on New Year’s even, and
when tuey’re tanked up to where
their hair’s parted, they’ll all swear
off according tu schedule, when the
cuckou in tne clock up there pops
out and gets off his little bleat_at
the strike of 12.

“Then they'll whirl out, and I
won’t see any of ’em again for about
a momth. The duck around the cor-
ner’ll get their trade in the mean-
time.

“Then, along about the first of Feb-
ruary, they’ll begin to drop in, one
Ly oue, looking sheepish, and give me
their custom agaia for the year. Most
of ’em ’il tell me that.their doctors
roasted ‘em when they found out
that they’a sworn off, and that the
medical sharps advised 'em to begin
again and take a little stimulant
right along for their stomach’s sake.”

“That’s the way it’s been with that
gang ol boys for years. 1 .wich they'd
do their swearing off at the fellow’s
place around the corner. Then I
wouldn’t lose 'em for the whole of
January.

* After their elaborate swear-offs
in here, you see, they're ashamod to
drop around until the recollection of
the swear-offs is a sort of back
number. They make their swear-offg
80 rummily pgolemn and lead-pipey
that they feel guilty and it takes
‘em about a month to muster up
enough perve to drop in on their old
stamping ground.”

“ Why don't you hang up a sign,
‘Swear-offs don’t go here. Do it
somewhere else 7’ **

*That'd make 'em sore and they'd
probably cut me out for Kkeeps,” re-
plied the saloon man, discontentedly.

man

‘ This swearing-off game is a kind |

of a religiois rite with a lot of fel-
lows, and they begin to figure on
the 1st of January for about a couple
o' months before that date swings
around. '
“When New Year's finally does limp

around most of 'em are in shape for |

about thirty days’ rest and quiet in
some wooded retreat up in West-
chester county, and on top o?® this
they dally with the yen-hok enough

to dream that they1l be able to chop |

off the old thing as sudden as the
full of a trip hammer when the belks
begin to clang out the old year.

“Then, when they come to on New
Year’s day, they're palgied mani-
kins. that's all—palsied manik.ns.
There’s onhly one man in forty that
ever scems to understand, or wauts
to’/ understand, that it's a case of
going into frainmgz to come off
in the swear-off game. It's
got to be gradually led up to with
worked-out taper.

“Tiwo minutes after miduight on
last New Year's a custom:r of mine
who lives in a flat a couple of
blocks down the street, came pant-
ing in here as if the cops were
after him. His raglan was buttoned
up around his neck—he hadn’'t had
time Lo pui on any coat under-
neath—and his shoes were untied.

“‘Pass me my brand, quick: he
yeiled at me as he came in the door,
howing hws open-faced watch in
one haad. ‘1 fell aslecp on the lounge,
and the whisties woke me up, but
it isn’'t any New Year's by my watch
—il’s three m.nutes shy of it yet.
The New Year’s that this watch
starts a-going is good emough for
me,” and ue threwin one after an-
other, looking all the time at his
watch, as if he was goiung against
sarsaparilla instead of ' old
private stock with) a clutch.

“Then he shook hands with me with
great cordiaiity and told me he hoped
to sece me engaged in some other
business next year, and went out
stepp:ng the Virginia rails. He was
back wiih me about three weeks
later, saying that he’d ascerta.n-
ed that he had

hat it required frequent bracing up
to its Job.

“Another
one who
ward mi
ago thds

i hour.

oll-dressed,

bright geniuse
drifted in on me along to-
night a couple of years
coming New Year’s swear-
He was a fine-looking,
middle-aged man

bick'e & qu'r! of t' golden

sta’f from France for him.
$ vited me to
r 50 of it, and wo

n

him
zot to tal

I'd never seen him before, but |

iA ":-"c"ﬁp“l r'ghit away that he be-
lons~d to the push that was to swear

a weak heart and |

was the |

and |
had a pretty mellow bun on when |
he stro’l st up and asked me to un-'
fusiky |
| finwd

| ot
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off at midnight. Promised his folks
to cut it ous, we told me amiably, and
he intended to stssy with his prom-
ise or bust.

“He punished that first guart, aand
half a minute before midnight, when
all the rest of the swear-off bunch
were standing by with their last tod-
dies in their mitts, he caluily request-
ed me to unhook one more gilt-foil-
ed bottle of the same. Well, I
couldn’t help pinching out a bit of
a grin.

“‘Sure, I'll open you another,” I
said, ‘but you’ve only got tweaty
seconds left, you know. How d’ye
expect to [finish it = before New
Year's?'

“‘Ask me a hard one,’ sald .he,
beaming upon me patronizingly ‘I'm
f'om Chicago. Live there. Iour'sh
dif’rensh 'n time ‘tween New York n
Chicago. I'm shwearin’' off Chicago
time.’

“Which put that second quart on
me, and I was glad to blow him to
it. He stood up and hammered three
more bottles of fizz before 10’clock,
New York time, tossing off the last
glass on the stroke, and then he bade
me an affectionate good-by and went
his path.

“Anpther one of 'em who framed
up a scheme to push bick the day
of gloom as far as possible was a fish
man named Smith, who was a regu-
lar customer of mine while he had
his business up in this neighborhood.
Smith got the swear-off bug bad a
couple of weeks before .New Year’s,
but it always hit him hardest in the
morning.

“He wasn't quite so sure about it
along toward the afternoon and even-
ing. when he got softened up. Bat
a sense of pride kept him to the
swear-off word that he'd passed
around to all hands. On the last
night of the year he dropped in with
one of 'em on that wonld have caved
in a camel. He was solemnly greet-
ed by the gang of swear-offs stand-
ing around, but he repelled their
greetings with great dignity.

“‘Gentlemen,’ said Smith, taking a
stand, ‘T have discovered that 1 ain't
one; o’ yow jush yet. It's thish way.
My father was a shkipper of a deep-
water ship, 'n* 1 was® born on his
ship in Rooshan waters- ., Conse-
quently, ’m a Rposhan, 'n' m’ name
onght t* be Shmithshky 'r Shmithi-
shky, 'r shomshin’ like taat. 'shtead
o’ Shmith. Th’ Rooshan New Year'sh
beginsh on January zhe 14th. Con-
shequently, I got a two weeksh®
reshpite. Don’t have t' shwenr off-
till Rooshan New Year'sh creepsh
'long. How’sh zhat ?

“The members of the swear-off push
indignantly refuted Smith's wav of
doping it out. bt he staved with it.

“ ‘Gimme shmore vodka.' Smith was
still saying to me at 1 o'clock on
New Year’s morning.”

BABY IN THE HOME.

A Joy and Treasure When Gooa
Natured and Healthy.

All echildren in every home in the
country need at some time or other
& medicine such as Baby's Own Tab-
lets, and this famous remedy has
cured many a serious illness and
saved many a little life. Mothers
Lzsist upon having it because It con-
tains no opiate or harmful drugs. It
is purely vegetable, sweet and pleas-
ant to take amd prompt in its effect.

For simple fevers, colic, coastipa~

tion, disordered stomagch, diarrhoea,
irritation accompanying the cutting
of teeth and indigestion, Baby's Own
Tablets are a certain cure. In fact
in almost any disorder common te
children these tablets should be given
at once ahd relief may b2 promptly,
looked for.
* Never give the babies so-called
soothing medicines which simply put
them into an unnatural sleep. These
tablets.are small, sweet, pleasant te
take and prompt in acting. Dissolv-
ed in water, they will b> taken read-
ily by the smallest infant. (&*

Mrs. John McEwan, Bathurst Vil-
lage, N. B., writes: “My biby was
almost constantly troubled with colie
b:fore I gave him Baby’s Own Tab-
lets, but since giving them to him he
has not since suffered. Every mother
should keep these tablets always at
hand.” .

They cost 25 cents a box.  Youw
can find them at your druggist's or,
if yvow do not, forward the money
direet to ws and we will send the
tablets prepaid. The Dr. Williams®
Medicine Co., Dept. T., Brockville,
Oat. »> (

About

Did you ever pull flax 2 It is work
that makes your bback aches I can
tell you. How do I know ? Well, I've
heard men say so, and I know that
the flax is short— not so tall as
wheat—and s pulled in small bunches
as large as a man can well grasp
In his hand. The seed is taken out
when the stalk is well dried, a e
straw is placed out of doors in'
sun and rain, until the straw rots.
The flax from which thread is spun
and linen cl@th woven—your table-
cloth and napkins, you know—Iis the
covering of the stalk of the flax, and
Is gotien only after the straw or
Incide s rotted or broken. Flax seed
Is zround up and oil is pressed there-
from, and Is used, besides, in the
mking of varnish, in

Flax.

4 manufac-
ture of paints, with which our houses
are painted. Some seeds are used
tir get cinders and dirt out of bhoyvs’
ind girls’ eyes. Did you ever have &
flaxseed in your eye? Well, if you
chanen to get a clnder or any other
impurity in your oy o flaxseed will
1 it a bring iL out. But

a e wble experis

would not *you ‘o it g

lnlo your eyes just for the
letting a flaxsced bring it
Philadelphia Ledger.




